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conscious look, like a man performing one action, while
all the time his mind was fixed upon another.
" You were quite right, Priestley, and it was devilish,
smart of you to guess what had happened. Venner
hadn't enough guts to carry him through. He had com-
mitted a crime, on the impulse of the moment. He had,
more by good luck than good judgment, found the
only way in which that crime could be hidden. And
then, at the very moment he had reaped the benefit, his
pluck, or his conscience, or whatever you like to call
1 it, had, given way. He simply couldn't carry on any-
longer.
"1 can see him now, sitting in that chair, the very
picture of irresolution, twitching all over. And he told
me that the first thing he was going to do next day was-
to pay a call on Scotland Yard and make a clean breast
of it.
" Jolly for me, wasn't it? I saw at once what that
would mean. The exhumation of Hinchliffe's body,
and a fresh examination which could not fail to reveal
the presence of strychnine. At the best, I should stand
convicted of an unpardonable mistake, which would,
put an end to my career. And at the worst—well, I
didn't care to contemplate that,
" I didn't let him see that I was in any way per-
turbed, but I began to reason with him. Not that I
had the least hope that it would be any good. I kneg
his type too well. I might have persuaded him to cjiange-
him mind for the moment, but sooner or later his irre-
solution would have returned. I knew that I could
never feel safe for a moment until he was dead.
" That's why I started to argue with him. I wanted
time to think. I could kill him easily enough. There
was no difficulty about that. There are means in this,
laboratory of killing a dozen men almost instantane-

